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Summary:
As Andrew drifts off peacefully beside her, Ashley can't help but want nothing more than to take advantage of her cute sleeping brother.

EDIT: Now with art!!

Notes:
SLEEP SEGGS....SLE.EP... SEGS...... UOOOHHHHH 💢💢💢💢💢💢💢

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
“Ashley… Ashley, wake up.” Ashley could feel herself being shaken as a strained voice called her name.

She peeked open only one eye. “What is it, brat. And it had better be good.”

Even in the low light of the night, she could see his eyes dart to the side, unwilling to look her in the face. His hands shaky, he explained, “I'm.. having the dream again. I just..-” He hesitated.

“Spit it out.”

“Can I sleep with you tonight? It'll be the last time, I promise.” His brows furrowed, his voice was even tinier than before. It definitely won't be the last time, Ashley thought, but if he's willing to bring himself all the way here and beg for this again, then it must have been a bad night.

“Alright,” She sighs. “But just this once.”

As her brother climbs under the comforter beside her, she wonders if she would actually like for him to never need to sleep with her again. Hmm… A sense of independency? No no no, rather, she thinks instead she should destroy his bed so that the only place he'll ever be able to sleep comfortably is beside her. But alas, she does have appearances to keep, and she'll never admit that to his face.

“G…Goodnight, Ashley.” His voice slightly cracks and he takes a deep, shaky breath. She can almost hear his quick heartbeat.

Sigh, this will just not do at all.

“C'mon, lift your head dumpass.” She slides closer.

“Huh, why?” He asks, albeit obeying anyway.

Ashley slides her arm underneath his head, and brings his head close to her chest, cuddling him. Her other arm softly caresses the hair behind his ear.

“Wha..- Hey ! I don't ne-”

“Yeah, you say that but you're already like 10 times calmer. Just shut up and go to bed now, yeah?”

Andrew stammered for a few more seconds before giving up. The tenseness in his shoulders slowly faded away, the furrows in his brows now gone. This time it was only minutes before she felt him peacefully drifting to sleep. How cute, she thought.

A while passes by, Ashley just staring at his sleeping face. She could probably do this for hours, she thought, and maybe it already has been. In times like these, Andrew started looking a lot less like, well, Andrew and a lot more like the little Andy she once knew. Tiny, soft, trusting. As if the decades of grief hadn't started weighing him down yet. A bygone era that now no longer existed.

Her arm began to fall asleep, and she sighed. She flipped over on her other side to get comfortable again, and yelped as she felt an arm reach around her waist and pull her close.

She wriggled around, but not a single movement could break her free. She was completely and irrevocably.. stuck . Peeking upwards, she noticed that there wasn't a single sign of being awake showing on his face. Since when did Andrew become so… strong!? And in his sleep no less??

Her heart began racing and she felt heat flow into her cheeks. She could smell his scent all around her and, even more than that, she could feel his body wrapping around her. It was all just so intoxicating. She tried so, so very hard to ignore the small tinge she felt in her lower abdomen.

Although…

She peered upwards. Not the slightest sign of being awake showed on his face. She wriggled some more. Nothing but his soft snoring escaped his lips.

What he doesn't know… can't possibly hurt him, right?

A dangerous line of thought.

She slid her hand down his arm and caressed his hand. Now much bigger and rougher than hers, she traced the outlines of his bones. Mine, she thought. All mine. Just the way it should be.

She slipped her other hand downwards and slowly unbuttoned her shorts, careful to not wake Andrew.

She teased her clit through her panties, and a muffled groan left her lips. She'd barely started and yet it all just felt so good. Doing these types of things, all while wrapped up in her big brother, only served to turn her on even more.

Looking up at Andrew's face, she began rubbing herself more forcefully now as she felt herself getting wetter and wetter. I could cum just to the sight of him , she thought.

All this and still he had no idea. She slowly slid off her shorts and panties and pushed them aside. Now without the extra layers, she could feel the outline of Andrew's bulge from behind her. 

She grinded backwards carefully, just once. Looking up, nothing. Again. Not a single sign of Andrew waking up. Too c ute..

Playing with herself again, she began grinding back onto him more seriously now, getting off to the sole feeling of his length behind her. She wanted it so badly she could barely restrain herself.

But it wasn't enough. She wanted more. She wanted to feel him more and more, she wanted to feel like Andrew belonged to her. Just then, she noticed something was different. Stiffer . Behind her, Andrew was getting hard.

He was still most definitely asleep. And as much as she'd like to keep it that way, her curiosity was getting the better of her. Just a peek, no more. She just wanted one tiny looksy..

Before she knew it she was sliding his pants down. She was so turned on now that all the caution from before had been flown out the window. Now free from its prison, Andrew's length flung upwards and gave a small slap! against her pussy, and she let out a small gasp.

She wanted to take a look at it, she wanted to touch it and play with it, but before she could even think she was already rubbing herself back and forth along its shaft. 

Fucck~

Her moans were more constant now, her breathing fast and shallow. But she felt so so empty, like no matter what she did it wouldn't be enough. She needed more.

Ashley lifted her hips without a second thought and sank downwards onto her brother's dick. She could feel herself being split open, getting filled up to the brim so perfectly. “Andrew…” She groaned quietly.

Staring up at his peaceful sleeping face, she began relentlessly fucking herself backwards onto his perfect shape. She was clasping onto his arm so tightly, never wanting to let go. It just felt so good she began to fear she might just melt.

“Andrew, Andrew, Andrew..” She chanted now, like a prayer, her moans growing in intensity and she felt herself getting closer, closer.

She shut her eyes tightly as the pleasure overtook her, she could no longer think about anything other than the hot length inside her, rubbing against her walls and hitting a spot deep, deep inside that made her shake every time it was hit.

Suddenly, a hand grabbed her mouth and held it shut as another grabbed underneath her leg and held her wide open. She opened her eyes and looked up to see Andrew fully and wide awake, a look in his eyes she'd never seen before.

He began thrusting into her, so deeply and so forcefully that her eyes rolled backwards and drool started running down her face. She could do nothing more than grab desperately at his head behind her, the room filled with the sounds of her muffled screaming moans and the wet slapping of their hips.

Ashley's walls began clamping down on Andrew as orgasm ran its way through her body, forcing her body to seize as she came harder than she had ever in her entire life. 

“Fuck, Ashley…” Andrew let out a deep and guttural moan as he bit down into her shoulder, a hot, thick liquid filling up her insides and leaking out onto the bed.

They sat there together like that for a few minutes, silently catching their breath.

“Hehe I can feel you twitching inside me y'know~” Ashley giggled.

“Fuck it, i'm pulling out.” He began moving backwards.

“No, nononono wait!” Andrew stopped dead in his tracks and looked at her weirdly. Oops. Maybe she let out a little too much emotion.

“Umm.. What I mean is- if we could, umm.. just sit here like this for a while…” She couldn't meet his gaze. Forever and ever, right where you belong, She thought

It was so unlike her to be nervous about anything , that Andrew just laid down and sighed. And took extra care to banish any single fleeting thought of her being cute. Nope, nuh-uh. Gone. Never existed.

He covered his face with his arm. “I just fucked my sister…” He muttered.

“Nuh-uh, none of that right now. I just had the best orgasm of my life and I don't need you to be a buzzkill about it. Just enjoy it, pea-brain.” She snuggled closer to him.

“Although…” She looked backwards smugly. “Think mom and dad heard anything?”

“Fuck OFF Ashley or I'll pull out this second.”

“NOnonooo I'm sorry I'm sorryyy!!” Giggling, she pulled his arm back over her so that he couldn't escape, ever.